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He glanced across the table, reluctant to answer.
Then he coughed nervously. "Cattle," he said. "I
am buying cattle."
I let that pass. He was a man from the moun-
tains, which I knew to be a far better place in which
to buy cattle than any such distant place as
this.
The answers of the other three were equally,
vague. Yet all the time there had been no lack of
friendliness in their manner. They seemed to be
awaiting some signal from Sefior X-----, who con-
tinued to smile at me, but offered nothing to satisfy
my curiosity.
I let the whole matter drop. After all, it wasn't
my affair. The important thing was that those
plunging cataracts and great canyons of the Llanga-
natis were behind me. And though an arduous trip
back to Quito and the outside lay ahead, it seemed
nothing to me now.
We lingered for two days' more rest, then set off,
our friendly host accompanying us along the trail
to see us well on our way. As we rounded a turn I
waved good-bye. He stood there watching me. A
hand was running up the side of his face, and his
features wore a look of indecision. I got the imme-
diate impression that more was going on in his brain
than he allowed to show on his brown, weather-
beaten face.
Civilisation drew nearer with each step, and
within a short time I was jogging along on a mule